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One 


1992 
An interview with the mysterious Izzy Stradlin. | was surprised that he agreed to be interviewed, not sure 
why. He'd always seemed so quiet, kind of hanging in the background while Axl Rose flipped out over something 


or other. 


"So, why did you leave?" | said, setting up my tape recorder, flipping out my legal pad to jot notes. I'd have 
what he said on tape, my notes were about how he looked, what he did, the room, the ambience. | thought it 
kind of sucked being a rock journalist when what | really wanted to be was a serious journalist, one wearing 


army gear and a gas mask in the Middle East, but if | was gong to be a rock journalist | would be a good one. 
| had to ask myself if | wanted to live like that anymore, and the answer was that | didn't," he said, and he 
seemed tired. His whole body seemed tired. There were the dark circles under his eyes, these round 
greer/hazel eyes under thick dark eyebrows. 


"So you've got this new band and you're the front man, is that something you ever thought you'd do?" | said. 


"No, | didn't really, but then | thought, why not?" He sighed deeply in the pause before he said why not. 


‘| mean, | was in a band with Axl, who was | really gonna get to replace him?" he said, smiling a little, but he 
was still kind of slumped into himself, weary looking. | knew about Guns N' Roses and the touring and their 
whirlwind rise to the top of the charts, everyone knew about them, not just rock journalists. Even my 


grandmother knew about them. No wonder he was tired. 


"Was it because of Axl that you left?" | said, trying to go for the jugular. How hard hitting could rock 


journalism be? But in every story there was a jugular. | tried to go for it. 
He looked down. | knew they had been friends. | knew they both came from Indiana. | knew Axl Rose was a nut. 


"It wasn't just Axl, it was everything. | was a drug addict, a junkie, and | got clean. | realized | couldn't stay 
clean and stay in the band," he said, but his eyes darted away. There was more. 


"What about the riot in St. Louis?" | said, jotting down the details of the smoke filled room, the flower pattern 
in the white couch he was sitting on, the dread locks that framed his face. 


"That didn't help," he said. 


"Did you feel that it was Axl's fault?" | said, and despite my pushing and prodding at this sore subject, he didn't 


seem upset with me or even the situation He merely seemed evasive. 
‘It may have been. Axl gets controlling." 

"Was it Axl's controlling things that made you want to leave the band?" 
‘It was a lot of things, just partly Axl..partly the whole situation," 


| thought it was fair. Axl played a part in his leaving, but there was more. Years later Slash would blame Axl, 


but there was always more. 


"Why do you think Axl is that way, so controlling?" | said, jotting down how he plucked at the guitar strings 


while we talked, like it was a movie with a soundtrack. 


"He was hit a lot as a kid and he felt like he wasn't in control of anything then, so now he wants to control 


everything," 
Axl Rose was no one's favorite rock star, not rock journalists, anyway. If he granted an interview he made you 


wait for hours, and then he might show up. He stopped shows after showing up two to three hours late for 


them, he caused riots, he jumped in the crowds and threatened fans. He was a mess. 


"Who hit him?" | said. 


"His father. He got beat pretty bad sometimes, so you know, that affects you," he said. 


| felt bad for him then, growing up in some abusive household in Indiana, feeling out of control, hiding bruises 
under long sleeve shirts, and all the while that rage started to simmer. It didn't make the thought of dealing 
with him, or interviewing him, any more appealing, but it did lend that shade of understanding. 


"So this new band you're in, what's it all about?" | said. 


"lts just about writing our songs and performing them, having a low budget and just going out there and doing 
the shows," The subtext of this statement was that he wouldn't have the drama that seemed to accompany 
Guns N' Roses, and that drama wasn't new. It had just reached fever pitch. And he wouldn't have back up 
singers and an entourage and all the rock r'roll bullshit. | liked that, | liked his paired down version of things. 


| thanked him, packed up all my stuff, and headed back to the office. | got my stuff halfway organized, plugged 
in my tape cassette and rewind-ed it, getting ready to make an amazing article out of my notes and Izzy's low 
voice on my tape when my editor stood by my desk, his shadow falling over me. | glanced up, the expectant 


look on my face. 
"Axl Rose has granted an interview," he said, meaty hands resting over the metal edge of my desk. 


“That's great," | said, not caring. How | longed for the war torn deserts of the Middle East, talking to tired 


troops. 

lm giving it to you," he said. 

"No, that's okay, | just interviewed Izzy-" 

"I know, that's why. These interviews can be connected. He's in Las Vegas on a tour stop, some fancy hotel. 
Here's your plane ticket," | took the plane ticket with a scowl on my face. This was just great, it was exactly 


what | wanted to do, fly to Las Vegas and then sit in some freezing lobby of some stupid hotel waiting for Axl 
Rose to blow me off. 


